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Each day I walk to my studio and back home along the river.

I cross over the train tracks, under the mall, and between the vortex of interstate highways that snake out in every direction, wrapping in clovers,
like the tentacles of a cephalopod. Sometimes the only way I am made
aware of the river’s presence is from the flickering pools of light reflected
onto the underside of the overpass, a stunning show for few pedestrians to notice. While I believe that the Woonasquatucket is beautiful--its
liquidity, its weaving-- I can barely see it beneath all the concrete and
steel. Its context implies that this majestic river is a mere puddle, the byproduct of cement trucks (I saw one’s hose explode with volatile chunky
liquid this morning but didn’t stick around to watch it become incidentally solid). My eyes tear up when I think about how quiet it must have been
here before all this built up bullshit.
The reality is, this concrete time—extracted from quarries a stone’s
throw away, so close to the geology of this place, but chewed up and
homogenized like everything else—is but a blip. A nefarious anthropocene is just two hundred years old, but a slower one starting with agriculture and long-distance travel is over 10,000 years old. This great heat we
live in now is the tail of a quick and hot thaw that ended the ice age and
made way for vast abundance of plants and animals, a veritable Eden.

My heart beats more quickly every time I encounter the rocks at
Beaver Tail in Rhode Island, a quasi-island/peninsula of jutting stones
and water-carved private beaches. In the nearly two years I’ve spent
here, I, like so many others, celebrate milestones and changing seasons
at that place. Nearly every day last summer I studied its tide pools, the
striations in the Bedrock, the fluctuations of the current. I saw the phosphorescent jellies appear, and feared the invasive manowars, brought by
climate change’s warming waters.
I learned that this place—so different in color and texture than the
surrounding beaches—is a geological keystone. Its fossil record contains
the flora and fauna of both the UK and North Africa. It is evidence of
Pangaea, universal connections that have splintered. I wonder if the fossil
record will ever show in its carbon acceleration the ways westerners tried
to create continental hierarchies, or bridge the drift through cheap labor.
I’ve been caught up in this tiny time period of colonization and industrialism—of acceleration—because I can see with my own eyes and recount
through family tales the vast changes, too quick to pin down.
It is no surprise that civilizations and ancient religions were born
from this time ten millenia back–spirituality and oral traditions blossoming in new warmth and fertile soil. The seasons and vitamin-rich food
were something to revere, to worship, to base celebration and prayer
around. Humans scattered over this gorgeous landscape, lay on these
magical rocks, watched the sting-less jellies glow electric.
And here I am, me and my little blip, feeling all the pressure from
broken barometers of planet-death and people-killing, looking for something to hold me. I might have distracted myself with this career of holding others to not see that it was I who needed the holding. What place
will contain me in my grief? How did my grandparents hold me? How
were they held? What did my ancestors look to? What can the plants in
the sidewalk tell me about how to live?

I’ve focused my graduate studies at RISD on the conceptu-

al and social function of chairs as an investigation into comfort and grief.
Grief is an apprehension: defined both as “to grasp” and as “anxiety/
loss”.

It has occurred to me that as I make spaces for others to grieve in,
or spaces to embody my pain, I have not built the space that I want to exist in. I have found that most of the time, I just want to hide. I don’t want
to perform. As an adult, I know that the thing that makes me feel best is
the joy and play we were told to leave behind in childhood. I can’t seem
to design a play sculpture that exists for me alone–it is contingent upon a
friend to join me. Children are the most honest about their feelings. Even
if these feelings are difficult to articulate, or change dramatically minutes
later, children are true to their emotions. So I have looked to the spaces I
searched for when I needed an immediate remedy for my pain as a child.
I was a perennial hider, in the back of closets or behind curtains. It felt so
safe to be out of sight in a dark and soft space, still able to hear the commotions in the real world.
The most perfect, special space I thought had come from a dream.
It was a place I imagined so often, I thought it could not be real. In my
moments of extreme childhood sadness I tried to will it into being.
During one meltdown as a kid, I ran to the island in the kitchen, frantically scanning the sides for an opening and beat on its walls, trying to get
in. My mom asked what I was doing and I said that I thought there was
a door somewhere and I could go inside. She looked at me with pathos
and understanding and told methat this space that this space was in my
grandparents’ old old house—that grandpa had made a small opening in
their island and filled it with all the softest things, and I was so young she
was surprised I could remember. In my dreams the softness had taken
on fantastical proportions–the walls weren’t wooden, but made from the
same fabric as my blankie, as were the shelves–thin cotton somehow
affixed to the blankie walls to hold beloved old and vanished plush creatures. The light inside was like a womb, pink and yellow. Perhaps it was
the color of sunlight softly humming through my blankie when I draped
it as a tent over my child self, trying to emanate the feeling I had in the
hiding place my grandpa had built.
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As I explore notions of “holding”, of

the spaces I’ve hidden in, provided for others and
the trauma that may reside therein, I am confronted
with the assigned woman’s body as a site for grief
and care, an armature of pain and healing. In Michaelangelo’s Pieta, Mary is a chair—her body has
been newly aligned by the sculptor into one of an
armature, out of bodily proportion to what is physically possible and concealed by excessive drapery.
In Pieta, Mary holds: presence and absence; life
and death; human and deity.
Mary embraces and impresses. There is a
cacophonous simultaneity in the holding of these
dualities that I have been interested in exploring in
my own sculpture.
The thing I like about a practice of art making
is that it is an exploration and not an equation. I’m
not interested in answerism or for work to be representational of one thing. It’s about me wading and
working through the complexity that characterizes
my life and the people I love. My existence and
impression in the spaces I’ve created feels more
like an apparition than a protagonist, an attempt
to move like the ghosts I know. Do ghosts sit? How
do we trace impressions of air and build altars of
comfort to spirits? What kind of work is required to
build a space that contains loss?
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With the multitude of deaths due to the inadequacies of our

government and healthcare system, and the general anxiety everyone has
been feeling through this pandemic, it has felt really difficult to grieve for any
individual person, in person. We have to grieve in the ways capitalism has
taught us: silently, behind closed doors, without much time or fuss or drama,
mourn with dollars and move on. In spite of this, I still find it important to carve
out space for memory, honoring and celebration.
How can we find solace when we physically can’t hug those we love,
lest we endanger those who are more vulnerable than we? Loss constricts the
body, hardens the fascia. I practice being present. I remember with my body.
I made this piece, a reflection of my own body, as an offering, a place for people to let go, go within, and grieve in the isolating months at the beginning of
Covid. Building this sculpture was a way for me to hold strangers who were
hurting at a time when we could not touch each other.
I made this object, entitled Practicing Grief, for reflection, both visually
and viscerally. As with grief, this object is not welcoming. It takes balance and
resolve to overcome the fear of lying on this steel object, suspended in the
air. But as one friend who experienced it said, the act of lying on it makes you
aware of the breath, the body, and allows release.
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I’m particularly engrossed in the

now-rare practice of furniture-making by
hand because this is where I can see the
handiwork of an individual —not produced or
assembled en masse, but built slowly and repaired and re-dressed for different times and
demands— a tending to the thing that breaks,
a reimagining of the thing for a new purpose.

Armatures are built to hold the body, to
allow for rest and contemplation, while being a
body in itself, and also an object for the eye to
behold. But a chair without a body is a mark of
absence. A permanently empty chair loses all
function. A chair that you are never allowed to sit
on is already a site of grief.

I’ve been disassembling, interrogating, hospiceing (palleating?), honoring, documenting,
archiving and dipping myself
into a chair that appears to have
been built by hand in the 1890’s
and has been repaired and reupholstered multiple times since.
I’m fascinated by the makers,

trained and perhaps part of a
multi-generational skilled lineage,
who fed their families based on
building these places for people
to sit. But I’ve fallen so deeply in
love with its knots and splinters.

It has become a body
to me, to remember, to
care for, to lay with.
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This craft has a different connotation at the design school
where I’m doing such interrogation. To reinvent it, I’m told, is
Art.

What we learn about death we learn first from our families. Originally, these rituals were designed to help community move through
the motions of grief, traditionally bestowed by religion. My first funerals reflected both sides of my family: the sensuous and awe-provoking
elements of the Catholicism practiced by the Czernek/Jahns, and the
minimalist and heady reform Jewish ceremonies on the Metcoff side.
While I was not raised Catholic, and was reminded as my sisters and I
remained seated in the pews during communion that our family was different, I appreciated passing into this space of mystery, of echo, of smells
on the West side of Chicago when I came to mourn the passing of my
grandmother, aunt, uncles, cousin. I was honored to act as pallbearer
and be invited to read lines of scripture to the congregation that were
unfamiliar to me. It didn’t feel like mine in the moment but I wanted to
be connected to the lineage of worship that half of my family followed.
Did my grandma practice these same traditions before she came
to America? How long had this opulence been a part of their worship?
When had the traditions of Slavic paganism slipped away? How had
my family exchanged these traditions for the promise of whiteness?
How were the radical tenants of reform Judaism that my great-grandfather founded in mid-Western synagogues in service to assimilation?
Who was the last person to wrap Tefillin around their limbs? Why does
gender equality need to mean a loss of thousands of years of rituals?
Besides the obvious beauty of reliquaries and Catholic churches,
the stark contrast of displaying images of the human form in a house
of worship became so mysterious and fascinating to me. I feel deeply connected theologically and spiritually to Judaism, especially in its
embrace of Questioning as a holy pursuit. I come from a long line of
grandfathers who inscribed sacred texts over millennia. These Talmudic
rabbis investigated theoretical possibilities and gray areas that exist in
our conception of life. I feel grounded by Judaism’s connection to the
earth through seasonal traditions which tend to land community. I feel

tied to the rituals of rocks and decomposition. My interest in identifying
the space of holding feels deeply Jewish, but my manner of representing it also feels deeply rooted in the Catholicism I’ve always felt like a
tourist in, but have known in some ways is also coursing through me.
Reliquaries are conceptual cabinets of curiosity. They are dizzyingly ornate to conjure Divine Wholeness only present via a tibia or carpal. We are told that the thing of most value is the shriveled up standin for a person we must believe once was, someone who through good
faith and moral ascended to heaven. The delicately gilded case and
cloak are nothing in comparison with such salvation. They ask us to witness what once was, if only a myth or whisper. The space contained is
the space of belief, an aurified suspension of cruel criticism, an elevation of the human to the divine, an earthly representation of ascension.
How to take the toils and scars–the torture inflicted for piety of the unknowable–and remove the pain to instill belief in an afterlife? The blessing of forgiveness? A levity to adorn what drags us mortals down?
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My grandfather Metcoff was an artist and a pediatrician who spent
his life engaging in both practices across the globe. In the nearly thirty
years since his death, his students and friends in various countries have regaled me with memories, but I have few of my own. My grandfather Jahns
died in the 1950s. I have been trying to tunnel into my ancestry through
the shapes and rituals I’ve been working with for my thesis. My grandpa’s
hiding place, the organic shapes he created with the lathe and driftwood.
The rocking chair my mom sat in to take late night phone calls—I would
curl up in her lap and press my head against her chest, hear the vibrations
in her ribs, muffled and loud. I continue to be intrigued by these armatures
built to soothe, to help a baby sleep, to help a worn out mother, to push a
breeze on the face in the middle of summer. How do these shapes comfort
us when they are inverted? How do we make these armatures into a creature that came before people, a sea creature or many limbed tree?

Final resting place for my Metcoff/Rappaport family
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As an artist who has lost considerable friends nationally to the

overdose epidemic and who has recently relocated to so-called “New
England”— ground zero of Puritan colonization, a process that is only a
few hundred years old yet seems to permeate all cultural imagination of
this place (besides the names of some rivers and towns referring to the
Pequots, Nipmucs, Niantics, Narragansetts and Wampanoags as people
of the past), I witness the staggering correlation between the numbers
of deaths due to overdoses and the architecture of abandoned industry
that makes up so much of the landscape. Many studies now demonstrate
how American unemployment created by free trade and the global
economy directly spurred a renewed reliance on controlled substances
as coping mechanisms in working class towns. I have watched as communities are decimated by businesses sending their industrial practices
overseas to exploit cheaper labor, leaving huge swaths of the population
with no jobs, no way to make a living, no sense of purpose. The heydey
of whatever “greatness” America once held is the smallest blip of all in
this timeline of a vast Anthropocene, remembered only through the rusted relics that remain of wealth and industry.

Rocky Point Amusement Park in Warwick, Rhode Island, late 1940s and present day.
34

Reckoning Place is a sculpture in Norton, Massachusetts I was com-

missioned to build in 2021 as a new iteration of a sculpture I made the previous year. Towers of loss already pepper our landscape. The antiquated mills
and industrial homes of specialized craft in Providence, and so many New
England towns like it, are now sites of gentrification. No work opportunities
remain in these buildings, and few trade or craft workers are able to afford to
live there. I wanted to create a meditative support structure out of the visual
language of this abandoned industry.
The immense steel structures that once supported an industrial need

Left: Detail of the paint mimicking rust that I applied to the sculpture
Right: The view while lying on Reckoning Place

now rust in overgrown spaces, too expensive to remove. Where are
the public places of reckoning to address the failures of capitalism and
grieve all of its effects? How can we turn symbols of death into the practice of life? How are these monuments to overwhelming existentialism
related to the reasons people use quieting substances? And how are
those same abandoned monuments used as havens for people to use
substances who have been rejected from other public spaces?
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What is often lacking societally for people who use drugs is

exactly what they are seeking. Why has it become so stigmatized to
offer comfort to people who use drugs?
Drug use is so rooted in finding a stand-in or surrogate for
comfort. Our society does not create space for collective joy and
grief. Most that exist are offered only in exchange for capital.
I sewed the soft sculpture in this 2021 piece, entitled “Make
Yourself Comfortable”, out of silk and filled with discarded couch innards and more stuffing than I could find in the small state of Rhode
Island. My attempt was to create a body-like (or multiple body) form
that was inviting for release, but weighed me down instead of propping me up.
In November 2021 I carried the 70 lb structure around an
abandoned IBM facility in Kingston, NY for three hours and attempted to sing the songs in my head.
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More young people died of overdoses last
year than from Covid.

Has our society restructured around it? Have institutions extended the same
urgency to harm reduction as they have to the pandemic? Socio-physiologists have
studied the correlation between chemical responses in infants’ cries of anxiety and the
soothing of a caregiver to the experiences of opioid withdrawal and use in the human
body. Why do we make it so hard for people to access joy and comfort, and then criminalize a synthetic substitute for the two? Capitalism strips individuals of community.
Modern technology alienates people from modes of production directly related to survival and beauty. We have been taught to buy disposable care and simulacrums of connectivity–why would it surprise anyone that humans have sought out chemical standins? Why stigmatize someone who uses drugs into further enclaves of isolation?

What are the modes of escape we rely on when cap-

italism has left us in a dizzying state of existential crisis? What happens to people when the basic needs of food, shelter, purpose and
connection are denied to us? In a society focused on recovery instead of understanding, where does one put sober anxieties? How
can we quiet the mind without intoxicants when invisible forces of
bureaucracy seem to far outweigh any tangible solutions?
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Modernism and its minimalist
redefinition of beauty is steeped in a
falsehood of accessibility tied to the
mechanism and cheapness of mass production. These objects are One Size Fits
All for the sole purpose and scale that
society defines. I am interested in the
places where the factory breaks down.
I’m particularly fascinated by the conversation of misuse/disuse as it is applied to
objects put on pedestals in the gallery.
When does something go from a product to an object? How much use—and
what quality of use—transforms something everyday into a talisman? How are
ceremonial power and commercial value
at odds with each other? How does the
gallery or the museum complicate these
things and co-opt them?

What are the residues of our pain? Where are the physical
markers for something invisible? I built this chair from sheet metal
and discarded leather from a local factory for a performance in November 2021, where I “worried” the chair back and forth until the
bottom flattened out and the paint cracked. The chair lost its original function and modernist shape through the process of serving it.
What remains is a relic of working through it.
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Ronald K. Siegel writes in his book Intoxication

“After sampling the numbing nectar of certain orchids, bees drop to
the ground in a temporary stupor,
then weave back for more. Birds
gorge themselves on inebriating berries, then fly with reckless abandon.
Cats eagerly sniff aromatic ‘pleasure’
plants, then play with imaginary objects. Cows that browse special range
weeds will twitch, shake, and stumble
back to the plants for more. Elephants
purposely get drunk off fermented
fruits. Snacks of ‘magic mushrooms’
cause monkeys to sit with their heads
in their hands in a posture reminiscent of Rodin’s Thinker. The pursuit
of intoxication by animals seems as
purposeless as it is passionate. Many
animals engage these plants, or their
manufactured allies, despite the danger of toxic or poisonous effects.”
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Have our institutions trained us to use Narcan?

Rhode Island recently passed legislation allowing the construction of a
Harm Reduction Center in this state. The reality is that safe consumption
sites have been existing here for a long time–but they are illegal, and secret, due to the criminalization of controlled substance use. Truth be told,
this very exciting political shift is due to the rising population of young
and white opioid users. Every peer-reviewed medical journal is finally
printing what the Young Lords and Black Panthers have been publishing
since 1970. We are fifty years overdue for a simple solution that already
exists in other countries that have squashed the overdose epidemic: decriminalization.
For the past year I have been working with the Center For Complexity at RISD on the design of a harm reduction center. My work has
meant facilitating difficult conversations between people on all ends of
the spectrum with regards to drug use—law enforcement, people who
use substances, politicians, social workers, pharmacists, and everyone
in between—in order to tease out some future vision of how to end the
overdose crisis. But people who use drugs have already created harm reduction centers by providing space and support and Narcan in settings
deemed illegitimate. Harm reduction is about finding a compassionate
alternative to dangerous possibilities. It is about creating comfort and
understanding where there is none to ultimately make everyone safer.

A perfect example of Harm Reduction, found in this meme ascribed to
@DebiDownerCleanHumor, depicting shrewd innovation to keep everyone healthy and happy on the Waterford Coast of Ireland.
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This past summer I was awarded the Maharam Fellowship to

research the imagery that has been used to frame drug use and design
a new visual language that stigmatizes oppressive systems as opposed
to people who use drugs. The images here are what you would find in
searches for “drugs” or “drug use” in stock photo archives. They are prevalent in most publications about drug use—excessive quantities of substances, shadows, hoodies, depravity, depression, death. What is distinctly lacking is comfort, compassion and community—often what people
who use drugs lacked before but found through drug use. Not all people
who use drugs are addicted to drugs, not all people who use drugs die.
In fact, the desire to seek mind alteration is not only an ancient practice,
but also one that is deeply animal.
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What I ultimately recognized through my research with the Maharam Fellowship is that we don’t need to create a new visual language
around drug use—we only need to use the prevalent harm reduction
models that already exist in all areas of society that imply potential harm.
These doodles in my sketchbook on the left explore this principle: power
tools can be deadly. How do we mitigate this fact in order to make furniture? We train people how to use the tools, supply them with proper
safety accessories, work alongside trained professionals, stock accessible first aid kits with necessary wound care supplies, and can call an ambulance without fear of legal retribution if someone is in dire need. We
do not call woodshops harm reduction centers—we just call them woodshops. We do not shame people for making furniture for fun, instead of
for utilitarian purposes. All of these protocols, however, are exactly how
we should treat drug use: Learn safe ways to inject, never share needles, never use alone, carry Narcan, learn how to prevent abscesses. The
problem is that stigma and an unsafe source of drugs make protocol
difficult to enforce. Imagery depicting people who use drugs as isolated
and depressed further stigmatizes them, when in reality, people often
use drugs because they were isolated and depressed from living under
late-Capitalism and then use altering substances within a community of
other users to find solace and connection. Using drugs to experience joy
is equally valid to using drugs to treat physical pain from an injury.
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The Guardian, October 8, 2021, screenshot

My friend Maya Vega Garcia, an upholsterer, just sent me this text message: “I found a Terence McKenna-quote, rolled up in the old pappy
and Harriets couch. Found it a few weeks before I left the desert:

Nature loves courage. Dream the impossible dream and the world
will not grind you under, it will Lift you up. This is the trick. This is the
shamanic dance in the waterfall. This is how magic is done. By hurling yourself into the abyss and discovering it’s a feather bed.”
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Today I biked across town on a borrowed mountain bike with

old gooey grips that left sticky tar residue on my palms all day despite
serious scrubbing. I started salivating blocks away from one particular
house on my ride. In its yard was a big kumquat tree, covered in that
little sour orange fruit I love so much. I crept through the gate, took off
my overshirt, started picking the citrus and amassing a little harvest into
the fabric. I wrapped up the fruit, put the bindle in my backpack, tiptoed out of the yard and biked home. I laid out what I’d foraged onto
the dining room table, where I’d been editing and rearranging all the
photos for this book. Sure I was being a little bad, but I didn’t take much
and besides it’s so wholesome, just some fruit growing freely on this tree
sprung up from the ground. The kumquats popped between my teeth
and the taste sent shivers down into my fingers. One still had a leaf attached, beautiful, shiny and ovate.
There is a hideousness to all the plastic and concrete churned out

each day — but there is beauty in the shards, too: found, free, and
re-formed. There is something both disgusting and optimistic to
me about shelters made from trash in the most beautiful wildernesses. We did not create this trash: capitalism did. We are guilty
of over-consumption, of needing worthless things. Our ancestors
poisoned the soil but we can learn about the plants that can repair
that damage. We can grow vegetables and give them away. We’re
drowning in trash that won’t biodegrade for a million years, might
as well build something from it. Might as well integrate all our
shadows. We didn’t choose to live in a wasteland but we’ve made
it our home.
When a house sinks it reminds me of what came before it:
marsh, wetland, sand, riverbed. Perhaps this house was not meant
to be here. What were the architectures of this place before settler
colonialism? How did houses sit and respond to the gradual ebb
and flow of the ground beneath? These days we’re accustomed
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to tripping on remnants of rebar and shards of concrete when we walk
through a cleared field, but the remains of Turtle Island houses didn’t
leave such violent traces for us to reckon with. Perhaps the houses that
were built here for thousands of years before white people showed
up were intended to be gracious guests: to help the processes of decomposition when they had run their course. Instead of rich soil and
well-tended wildness, empty houses and houseless people are what I
encounter these days. I see humble encampments ripped apart by police dogs in the night. I watch big, shoddy construction pop up in once
bucolic places, not meant to last, but not built to die peacefully either.
Nowadays when the structure of my life starts to creak and crack,
it’s an opportunity to remember where I’m standing and how I got here.
As when anything breaks (especially at a point when I’m utterly overwhelmed), I’m prone to cry, to feel defeated, to ask Job-like questions.

My softening comes from remembering. Remembering that I found
half my construction materials in the trash and pasted them together
with mud, slathering the wet and gritty stuff sloppily with friends, cackling all the while. Maybe my house wasn’t made to survive the frightening weather patterns we’ve seen. And maybe one day in the spring it’ll
be warm enough that I’ll want to sleep outside.
In America, we are taught to dominate the landscape, to bend and
break nature to suit our needs. The intersecting powers that be force
conformity, strip us of ancestral identity and criminalize mutual care. The
laws of colonizers rip bodies from their communities once the last breath
is whispered, only to return them bloated and waxy. Such bodies are left
to poison the soil that has so graciously welcomed skin and bone— the
soil that slowly coaxes the remnants of life back into the service of nourishment.
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felt like perfection that I didn’t want to forget. I took these
photos while traveling and also while staying in one place.
I took all these pictures with disposable cameras. I
lost some of the cameras along the way. Or the cameras
broke or the camera store ruined the film. I began taking
photos with disposable cameras because I didn’t have an
actual camera and it seemed like too much of an investment to buy one. I was scared a real camera would break
or get stolen while on the road. But then I began to like the
parameters. I liked getting to know what light made the
film sing and how to focus an unfocusable camera. They’re
such particular little dinky gadgets and I liked learning
their language.
These cameras remind me that once again, nothing is
permanent, even when that truth stings.

Memory must serve the act of honoring, and not slip into the dangers of nostalgia. There is a harmful nostalgia for a world that served
only the ones who dominated that time. This culture encourages us to
remember our bloody victories and never forget when we have been
offended. I learn to remember the pasts I’ve never known. I learn the joyous stories that existed in unexpected places. I like the histories that have
been told in hushed voices. I like the outsider’s tales that have endured
despite censure.
These photos were not taken for anyone but myself at first, and
then I started taking them for my friends, too. These photos were taken
of the people I love in the spaces where we slept. I took these pictures
to remember my own moments of happiness, of solace—moments that
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It felt like every moment in my adolescence
had a hundred inhabitants. We lived everywhere
together, endlessly biking around and basking in
each other. Those years of being ragtag were a gift
and the greatest foundation for my future, however
dilapidated and squatted that foundation may have
been. Even the choices that now make me cringe
helped me understand this world with more clarity.
Those experiences keep teaching me and propping
me up years later while I try to build something a
little steadier, symmetrical and code-abiding on top.
And those years become these years too: I still wander, I still rely on strangers, I still carry impractical
rucksacks filled with broken objects, I still sleep in
ramshackle houses. I still take pictures.
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There is a fear of death in America
and yet as a nation we seem dead-set on

killing everything. Before grad school, it was

crucial for me to create spaces within my community in which I could remember loved ones
who had passed and mark space explicitly for
mourning and remembering. The isolation

I’ve felt over the past two years has led me to
ruminate on my own grief outside of the col-

lective. It’s foolish to think that art can save the
world. If we let go of the entitlement we have
as artists that it is possible to change things,

what responsibility are we left with? Very few

artists can dramatically alter the foundational

structures which have bound so many people
to oppression. I do believe we have an ethi-

cal obligation to point to those inequities, to
consider them as we express our personal

toils. But making conceptual performance art
about my own sadness does not alleviate the

pain of others nor does it prevent future loss.

Yet, sometimes all we have is the ability to say
“this hurts.”
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